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Are burnt to cinders by new kindled fires;
The ashes are disperst into the air;
The sighs, the groans of all our past desires
Are clean outworn, as things that never were.

With youth is dead the hope of love's return,
Who looks not back to hear our after-cries:
W here he is not, he laughs at those that mourn j
Whence he is gone, he scorns the mind that dies.

When he is absent, he believes no words;
When reason speaks, he careless stops his ears;
Whom he hath left, he never grace affords,
But bathes his wings in our lamenting tears,

Unlasting passion, soon outworn conceit
Whereon I built and on so dureless trust f
My mmd had wounds, 1 dare not say deceit,
Where I resolv'd her promise was not just.

Sorrow was my revenge and woe my hate;
I powerless was to alter my desire;
My love is not of time or bound to date;
My heart's internal heat and living fire

Would not, or could, be quencht with sudden showers;
My bound respect was not confm'd to days;
My vowed faith not set to ended hours;
I love the bearing and not bearing sprays

Which now to others do their sweetness send;
The incarnate, snow-driven white> and purest azure,
Who from high heaven doth on their fields descend,
Filling their barns with grain, and towers with treasure.

Erring or never erring, such is love
As, while it lasteth, scorns the account of those
Seeking but self-contentment to improve,
And hides, if any be, his inward woes,

And will not know, while he knows his own passion,

The often and unjust perseverance

In deeds of love and state, and every action

From that first day and year of their joy's entrance.